are signs, my dear, that it may come on to blow."

"Blow hard?" she asked.

"Maybe; enough," he said.

She had leave of absence from the theatre for a few
days, while she moved into the Number One, Arbutus
Terrace, as it was called, with Uncle Paulos' handsome,
well-made things, some nice linen and other properties
from Cornito, and a new set of pots and wares from
Marcos. Kallianassa helped in the arrangement- The
house was spacious enough, though it had only four
living-rooms. From the northern windows she could see
a gleam of blue water and the Asian shore; from the
eastern window the white walls and red roofs of Sycae
across the water; from the southern upper windows she
looked over towards the Palace and the marvellous
harbour. She loved the little house; it was a queen of a
little house, with beauty on three sides of it and useful
shops on the fourth. Being ever scrupulously neat, and
industrious in neatness, she soon had the simple house
arranged.

She went to see her young sister Anastasia at her flat
in Paphian Court. She had not seen her for some years;
Anastasia had been touring and she had been with Heke-
bolos. She was smaller and even more delicately made
than Theodora; she was the queen of the tiny theatre of
the Three Crazy Shepherds, where the wits enjoyed
elegant and pointed social satire, and the small, masked
mimes in which she excelled. Her flat was like her-
self, small and elegant. Her white walls had but one
decoration, a drawing in black chalk of herself. Know-
ing that the wits would certainly have plied her with
epigrams about events and persons, Theodora hoped for
instruction.

will know everybody," she said. "I've heard dis-
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